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many times before. In any case, he rattled it off as though he were reading it.
It dealt with our duties and obligations: turning over to them all the weapons, radios, and cameras in town; providing the inhabitants with food; reporting all "Fascistic criminals, terrorists, and deviation-ists . . ." It also dealt with the severe punishment in case we acted otherwise.
In conclusion we were ordered to appear the next morning at "nine on the dot" at the new command post in Hirschberg. The major gave us a brief military bow, turned on his heel, and left. The interpreter and the soldiers followed him. The whole scene was decidedly—Prussian.
Soon after, a captain appeared with a bundle of printed proclamations. "To be posted—everywhere and where they'll be seen by everyone . . . ," he said hurriedly and disappeared.
One proclamation, printed in Russian and German, consisted of the orders of the occupying authorities to the people. They corresponded almost word for word to the major's speech. Printed on the other set of posters was the following sentence, which impressed us, since at that time we did not yet know the Soviet methods of control:
The Hitlers come and go—
the German people and the German
state will remain.                    —Stalin
It would have been impossible to mistake the command post in Hirschberg.
The medium-sized office building was decorated like an oriental circus tent. A picture of Stalin at least ten square yards in size was flanked by two smaller but still gigantic pictures of Soviet generals. Above them were broad, red bands with inscriptions and red flags with the hammer and sickle.
The two guards at the entrance lowered their machine pistols and said quietly, "Stoi/" (Halt).
We explained that we had been told to come here. The answer was a bored "Stoi." Finally a well-built girl in uniform appeared and took us to the Commandant.
Colonel Smirnov sat on the podium of the little council chamber behind a table draped in red. The wall behind him was again decorated with a picture of Stalin, smaller but in better taste than the one like a billboard that we had seen on the front of the building. The Generalissimo in his natty uniform looked down sternly from the picture. His subordinate, the new commander of the Silesian district capital, looked at us with all the greater friendliness.
Silently he indicated some empty seats in the chamber. We sat down beside the representatives of other communities. The major who had